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On the fourth day after arriving I brushed out the last speck
of dust, arranged for the last time my visible stock-in-trade, sat
down in my one good chair to appraise the effect and to pronounce
it good. I was ready for my first patient.
She came that afternoon, a shy little half-breed who sidled in,
looked about the room curiously and at my formidable display
of instruments approvingly.
"Are you the doctor?" she murmured.
"Yes, indeed. Won't you have a chair?"
I wondered what more I should say? Just how should one
approach one's very first private patient? In the hospital I had
taken hundreds of case-histories without the slightest agitation
and with no personal interest; I had every routine question at
the tip of my tongue; I could begin at either end of the body and
work up or down with equal composure. But this was different;
this patient belonged to me personally and exclusively; she had,
in effect, placed her life in my hands. But she didn't look very sick.
She sUd halfway into a chair, folded her hands demurely and
again murmured, "It's my leg. It's been sore a long time, and
it hurts when I stand still.9*
I imagine few sore legs have been examined more closely or
with greater concern, that rarely has a simple varicose ulcer been
treated with such respect and thoughtfuhiess; after alternately
dabbing it with cocaine and scrubbing it with green soap, I
applied an ichthyol dressing under a tight adhesive bandage, I
was so completely absorbed in my work, and in explicit directions
for after-care, that when she asked the amount of my fee I was
momentarily taken aback.
"One dollar and sixty-five cents," I managed to reply, where-
upon she counted out the exact change. How or why this odd
figure occurred to me is one of the small mysteries still unsolved;
but the ulcer healed, the little half-breed recommended me to
her friends; at the end of my first month's practice I had made
and collected nearly fifty dollars. The next month I collected
more than a hundred. The practice of medicine was justifying
my most sanguine expectations.